To  My  People 

Brotliorsl  If  a  nation  has  no  honor,  should  the  brave  younf’  men  be 
a  part  of  it?  If  a  nation  has  no  honor,  should  the  children  be  raised 
to  be  a  part  of  it?  If  a  nation  has  no  honor,  should  not  the  woraen  be 
ashamed  to  be  a  part  of  it?  Is  a  nation  that  has  no  honor  a  nation  to 
grou  old  in?  ho  one  should  live  in  such  a  nationl  Brothers,  I  speak 
the  truth* 

Brothers  I  If  a  n<ation  makes  treaties  which  it  does  not  live  by, 

can  it  be  said  to  have . honor?  a  dishonorable,  man  who  does  not 

live  by  his  v.rord;  so  it  is  vrlth  nations.  This  America  you  speak  of  has 
made  man3r,  many  treaties  vzith  the  Indian,  Many,  many  White  Fathers  in 
VJasbington  have  spoken  kind  v/ords  vrith  love  to  the  Indian,  But  they  are 
not  true,  bhat  happened,  to  the  Black  Hills?  What  happened  to  those 
grand  vxords  promisin,g  the  Indian  "all  the  land  X'xest  of  the  Mississippi 
River  for  as  long  as  the  grass  shall  grow  and  the  rivers  flovr"?  These 
promises  are  empty.  Brothers,  this  Pjaerica  has  no  honor. 

Brothers  1  When  I  was  born,  this  America  claimed  me  as  .her  own.p  I 
vxas  not  asked  if  I  wanted  to  be  a  T>art  of  this  nation,  Novx  I  am'  a  brave, 
strong  young  man,  and  I  know  this  America  you  speak  of  has  no  honohp|;.^ 
Brothers,  I  walk  away, 

--Luta  Zit  i:a  la 


As: ain ,  '’/.’h o.t '  s  Free  Lun ch ? 


We  are  an  independent  magazine,  printing  poems,  prose,  aruiclcs, 
and  editorials  by  anyp one »  We  accept  unsigned  vjorks,  except  eciito2'“.i..,aj.3, 
Karnes  will  be  withheld  on  request,  but  we  must  have  your  name  on  the 
original,  because  vxe  don’t  want  to  get  our  asses  burned.  Thank  you. 

—FA  PE  LUPGH 


Remember,  Free  Lunch  needs  your  contributions  to  put  out  issues. 
If  you  have  any  x-xorks,  contact:  Rich  Warms,  Page  206,  Box  7ol 

Jack  Barnett,  Adams  317 >  Box  ipli. 

Chris  Kerr,  Adams  320,  Box  i(.9l4- 


Raison  d’Etre 


The  patchwork  dolls  ceaselessly  passed  round  the  flawless  crystal 
globes 

Each  bundle  of  cloth  was  careful  not  to  drop  it,  and  strived  in 
it^s  ovm  limited  way  to  keep  the  rhythni  steady „  The  shpere  fascinated 
them  though  they  scarcely  knew  ’VJ-'hj,  As  far  back  as  they  could  remem¬ 
ber  they'd  been  at  it^  passing  the  smooth  thing  to  their  neigh. loor, 
delighting  in  its  motions  if  graceful ^  and  shuddering  with  anxiety 
at  the  slightest  imhalcuice » 

So;aov/licre  amongst  tlicrn  the3^  knew  the  reason  for  their  love  of  the 
ball,  Unthinkingj  but  instinctively  they  .knew  that  if  they  were  to 
stop  the  game  and  peruse  the  surface  of  the  toy^  they  would  find 
neigher  flav/.  The  sense  of  its  perfection  was  undeniable  but  to  stop 
the  game  v/as  inconceivable « 


The  round  thing  espcially  fascinated  Sa*  It's  beckoning  depth  and 
intaingible  seductive  promise-of -something^  had  alv/aj^s  kept  his  being 
focused  on  itdelf.  But  Sa  wondered  v/hy  he  did  this,  v/h;r  he  was  there 
passing  the  smooth  thing  roundj  This  uncomfortable  half -thought 
pestered  Sa  regularly  though  it  could  never  dominate  the  joy  he  felt 
vrhen  he  passed  it  well,  nor  the  sudden,  peircing  dread  that  followed 
an  imbcilance,  a  close  call* 

For  the  first  time  of  his  existance  as  the  toj  approached  liis  turn, 
SaJ  s  being  was  not  v/holly  on  his  duty.  It  had  just  occurred  to  him 
that  this  could,  all  be  a  game  and  that  there  really  was  no  reason  for 
him  to  risk  shreddiiig  his  main  stitch  on  behalf  of  something  apart 
from,  himself,  Most  of  Sa's  being  lingered  (for  the  eternal  expanse  of 
a  moment)  (on  this  thought)  v/hlle  the  remaining  faction  v/as  instinctive¬ 
ly  alert  his  duties.  The  ball  apx/roci-ched  smoothly.  Time  v;as  iSisembod- 
led  as  Sa's  left-side  neighbor  fleinced  the  ball  sending  it  tov/ard  the 
gi’ound,  Sa's  being,  ripped  itself  from  the  thought,  and  his  existence 
drev/  him  at  the  spere  as  light  is  drawn  to  its  end,  Sa  was  encom¬ 
passed  by  purpose  of  duty,  and  he  knev/  he  was  able.  The  GOAL  could 
o.nly  continue  smoothly  round  to  taunt  the  wide  eyed  baby  dolls  that 
vrere  Sa's  kin,  Sa  v/as- dra.vm  into  peace.  But  he  had  never  ekisted  to 


the  loiowledge  of  the  dolls. 

It  was  not  the  steady  motion  but  the  toy  itself  which  fascinated 
Tow  as  it  glided  toward  him, 

by 'Christopher  Tovmr 
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TJ.m9S  pik©  These 

ITo ,  2 

when  homework »s  backed  up 
quite  a  bit 

And  "roomee"  gives  another 
fit 

And  social  life  is  "?jiS3 
or  hit" 

At  times  like  these 
well  basically 
shit 


yhen  fins.ls  come 

and  things  get  rough 

and  calc’'ain?t  easy 

and  Ph7/3ics  is  tough 

and  I  decide  T've  had  onough 

I’ll  open  a  box 

and  snort  some  stuff. 


and  so  he  tooic  bis  j-auntlet 
took  his  spear  and  horse 
and  redo  out. 

The-  iodine  streetlamps 
shone  bright  over  tbs  city 
The  clatter  of  hooves 
Gcboes  off  steel  8.nd  concrete 

Shouting  v/biter  than  vfnits 
one-  if  by  land 
rise  to  support  the  cause 
fear  not  sweet  damsel 

People  open  their 
windoprsj  look  out 
on  tbs  street j  what  is  this 
some  dri.rn!'j  hovrling. 

call  the  police 
but  the  phone  is  dea,d, 
still  he  hovrlsj, 

ties  his  hors'.;  to  the  doorman® 

And  ho  forsakes 
the  elevatOFj  rising 
up  the  sta.irs.  Chink  of 
ar'v,our  on  the  clean  carpet® 

novj  there  is  nothing 
but  the  door  betvieen  you* 
gaze  through  the  peephole 
who  is  that  masked  man? 

The  Defection 

I  was  down  having  a  few  beers  at  a  local  establishment  recently 
v;hen  my  drinking  partner,  one  Leonard  Snark  by  name,  suddenly  burst 
into  tears  and  collapsed  his  face  into  his  hands  with  a  dispalring 
groan*  l\%turally,  I  v/as  a  bit  startled,  and  so  I  reached  over  and 
patted,  him  on  the  shoulder* 

’*What  is  it,  Lennie  old  hoy?"  I  asked  in  a  friendly  you-can-tell- 
it-to-uncle-Dave  sort  of  voice® 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  face  from  which  all  hope  had  fled,  "Dave,'* 
h®  said,  and  his  voice  filled  me  with  pity,  "I  have  the  most  awful 
secret,  I— and  here  he  faltered, 

"Go  on,"  I  said  reassuringly,  "you  can  tell  me,” 

"Dave,"  he  repeated,  his  voice  sinking  to  a  whisper,  "I  like  Bates 

Horrified,  I  leapt  back  from  him,  spilling  my  beer  in  the  process. 
Ignoring  this  calamity,  I  gazed  at  him  in  disgust,  "You  v/hat ? !  !  ! " 

I  cried, 

"Don't  look  at  me  like  that,  Dave!"  he  implored,  "I  know  I’m 
wrong,  but  I  can't  help  it!"  Once  again  remourse  overtook  him,  and  he 
slumped  down  onto  the  table.  Here  our  long  and  warm  friendship  over¬ 
came  even  the  natural  horror  his  abominable  statement  had  produced  and 
I  sat  down  again,  although  as  far  away  from  him  as  I  could  get. 


V/h-at  arc  you  to  do? 
open  the  door, 
let  him  in?  but 
who  is  be? 

Only  some  drunk  . 
the  chorus  sings. 

Don  Quixote,  the  Lone  Ranger 
But  all  of  them  are  dead? 

Surely  you  v/ould  let 
batman  come  in.  Maybe 
even  the  joker, 
old  friends,  come  to  call. 

But  he  knocks 
at  the  door,  hoping 
not  to  have  to  break 
it  down. 

You  open  the  door 
but  too  late.  He 
has  vanished,  doira  the  hall 
never  to  return,  you  cry, 

--Rich  Warms 


do  you  mean^  you  'like  Bates?*”  I  asked^  peering  at  him,  1 
He  looked  up,  his  ashen  face  tear-stained®  ''It  just  hit  me,  the 
other  night,  I'm  having  a  good  time  her©"”-  I’m  enjoying  my  stajr  at 
J3at@s!”  Iha  words  stung  me  like  the  lash  of  a  whip.  Here  was  Leonard, 
one  of  tha  finest  Bates-hatera  I  had.  ever  with  whom  I  had  spent 

many  a  pleasantly  unhappy  evening  compiling  lists  of  Bates*  faults, 
uttering  words  that  I  normally  associated  only  with  those  sc\im  of  the 
earth;  Eatesies!  Horrified,  a  thought  struck  me, 

"Leonard,”  I  said,  my  voice  tinged  with  revulsion  at  the  mere 
thought  of  what  I  was  about  to  say,  fyou're  not  becoriii,ng  a  Batesie , 
are  you?" 

He  looked  at  mOj,  terrified,  I  noticed  dark  circles  under  his  eyes- 
he  probably  hadn't  slept  in  a  week,  "I  don't  know,"  he  croaked,  "But 
just  the  other  day  I  told  somebody  I  was  going  back  to  my  dorm,  and  I 
refei’red  to  it  as  ''home®*'* 

An  giuguislied  cry  burst  forth  from  my  lips,  "Lennie!  How  could  you! 
What  happened?  Have  you  fallen  in  love  with  G-inny  Curtis?!" 


"Ho,  noth,lng  like  that,"  he  groaned  quietly,  shaking  his  head  in 
seli-diEpair.  "I  think  if s  heen  huildlng  for  some  time.  Somehow  my 


3 


I  don’t 
.mile 


Bates-baiting  just  hasn’t  been  coining  from  the  heart  recently,, 
know  vfhat’s  v/rong®  I’ve  even  found  myself  thinking  what  a  nice 

1)00.11  Is  sac  son  has," 

It  was  my  turn  to  utter  a  hollow  groan  and  sink  my  head  into  my 

hands®  I  hadn’t  realized  until  then  how  bad  it  was, 

A  strained  silence  passed  between  as  we  both  saw  how  Bates  had 
once  again  wormed  its  way  into  the  soul  of  an  unsuspecting  victim.  At 
last  I  looked  up.  lennie  v/as  putting  on  his  coat  (a  Bates  jacket,  I 
noticed  with  anguish) 

”1,  I  guess  I'd  'better  be  going,  "he  said  quietly® 

"Does  this  mean  we  won’t  go  drinking  Saturday  afternoon?"  I  asked. 

He  nodded.  "I'll  be—,  I’ll  be--..,"  His  voice  caught,  "I’ll  be 


out  cheering  at  the  football  gam,e 


And,  stifling  a  sob, 

bv  Tiavid  Brooks 


he  left  the  bar 


Dear  Free  Lunch, 

Hope  you  can  use  these  "poems"  ® » .There  ’  s  more  fdiere  these  came  from® 
(heh-heh).  so  with  apologies  to  Hod  Mckuen,  we  oroudly  present  our 
antholog'jre 

Little  Twit  and  The  Kid@ 

PIG 

Grunt  ing ,  ’s  no  r  t  Ing , 
fertilizer  factory, 
so:n  to  be  bacon.*®, 
rig. 

-Little  Twit 


Gurgle 

7/'our  face 

snookuras  of  ray  dreams 
jslly-donut  of  ray  delight 
T  wuv  you  this  much 
( hyuck, hyuck ) 

-The  Kid 


he  Art  of  > Dumping’" 


Or  at  least  rn^^'  faea  has  become  scraevrtiat  fami- 
.r.ons  latel:?.  I’m  one  of  the  raanj  hassled  peo 
a  da7/  vjorking  "slop  duty"  at  a  measly  ;;'1,60 


liar  if  you’ve 


3  I  cm  be  ssen  fiohtino  of  the  hordea 
t^r  Salad  Bov/1  a.r'iid  unyratef ul  cries  :  of 


ona 


I’ve  felt  the  sane  frustration  v/atchiny  my  semi-warm 
ly  congeal  because  I  re-fused  to  oat  it  without  ketch' 


and  yet  don’t  have  an 


Coramons 


meals » .  J3on’  t  crowd  the  -ate  at  if  you.  don ’  t/  have  toi  And 

have  an  8aI1  class~-vrb©n  you  finish  your  f aod~-taks  .thodcoff 
tray  and  duriT)  it  well  be.t’ore  the  rushi 


son  drc  .!S  their 


one  r.io 


vfn  i  ].  e  si  mu  1 1  an  c-  o 


n  ctovm 


.11  i:ovj  long  do '  you.  have  t.o  be  hero  bef  ore  yO';'.  knovj  SovJ  to 


nGroforn  t’/e  raenial 


seven 


.rch. 


rrment 


fool nr oof 


Goranons 


workers ’  s 


oruTions 


1)  If  thG.ve-  are  two  vrindow 
I --use  I'/hicGover  is  least  busy. 


rybody  crov/d  up  at  Window 


u  have  decidod  to 
graves  and  let  him/ 


2,1  Ii  there  is  a  Conraons  person  at  toe 
throvT  your  silver  and  trash  to  their  re 


her  (it?)  do  the  rente  lost  Commons  people  ho.vs  a  "rhythm"  to  diuiriin 
trays  and  if  vov.  take  ten  minutes  to  shovr  them  "you  c.'''n  do  it  all  by 
self"  they  nay  stab  you  v/ith  your  own  fork,  out  of  iiiip/atience « 

3)  If  there  is  no  one  Wa  t  all  to  help  you--I  know  it  raay  be  tough 
but  you’ve  jrot  to  face  it  alone...  ,00  a  solo,.*®DUMP  yolk  CWH  lODDAMN 


?/our- 


with  one  hound 3,  dump  the  DI 


and  then  lift  t 


3ee  what  a  sense  of  accomnlisbmen 


of  duraninn 


I  lea.ve  you  to  take  t.l:iat  any  way  3'ou  li 


boe  you 


KETTH  gahrbbio 


A  0-Tiiterlst 

rrall  and  quiet,  ' 

ho  lots  hi?,  guitar  spea.k  for  him 

Molding  into  his  guitar 

tbo  tTJo  become  a  greater  one^ 

and  his  soul  oorriea  out* 

Hia  rsusic  maker,  pictures  l.n  th©  air^ 
the  picture?  dance* 

Eo  paint, 3  frith  Iris  guitar 5 
tho  paintings  are  alive, 
iJcir  G.  horseman^  fralloping  joyfully 
acpoGs  tho  plain j 
now  vrindj  non  vra.te-rj, 
nou  stars  rplnning  In  the ^ dome-sky  ■ 
The  only  man  i^yo  ever  met  who  can 
pautnt  a  guitar; 

a  gultari,stj,  small  and  quiet 
bs’irxglng  my  son.'l  joy 
with  Ills  done  In pr  .Tuit8-r~paint  ings 


-Jack  Barnett 


WEO  IS  FFiEB^LDnCH? 

richwar-raq jackbarnettpeterdalychr is topherkorr  editors 
barbnrabrc.riiar3kathyQtywartandmaidstephstohrrabpop0  other  Interested  people 

thanks  ally  nor't  ios’uo  about  October  thirty^  keep  tho.30  cards  and 

lottorn  cominro 


EDITORIAL 

I  was  overly  enjoyed  when  f.  learned  of  my  new  posthumous  position 
as  political  editor  of  Free  Lunch,  until  t  tasted  it*  ,  I  learned  I 
was  to  ex  ose  the  political  vie’»7point  of  said  rag,  which  happens  to 
express  my  viewpoint  exactly,  be^ng  that  of  ultra-radical  oplonless-, 
ness®  This  etand  is  a  tough  one  and  at  times  t.  will  tender  an 
opinion  on  some  earth  shattering  ©vents®  I  am  for  earthquakes  and 
ag  inst  callfdrnia  for  ?_n3tanc0*  I  do  hone  1  will  be  able  to  give 
the  Bates  Student  Body  (BSE’  henceforth)  the  morai.  leadership  that  it 
so  deaperatly  needs® 

mhat«s  It  for  today  except  to  call  your  a.ttention  to  one  of  the  best 
causes  curre  tly  on  camnua,  the  save  the  "^uddle  Monster  Campaign® 
please  h&lp  in  any  way  possible  fx  suggest  throwing  onlsr  deposit 
bottles  ln.st0ad  of  throwoways  in  the  ptiddle,  to  help  finance  th© 
effort® 

-TMS 

Send,  all; veiled  threats j  hate  mall  etc  to  TlfS  box  76I 


